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THE JOURNAIL, SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 2, 1896, :

Ghe New Woman
in North Qarolipa.

By BILL NYE.

Arden P. 0., Henilerson Co.,
This State, Jao. 18, 1896,
IEPE Rilias Sundayed last
Tuesdny. -
.

Colona! Bill Cleero will take up the Tur-
key Tall School agtln next month. Hig
yacation in January was doe to the h_e!llsh
work of our overzealous Grand  Jury.
Why cause a scandal about a miile, any-
how? -yl

Some dnys age I wmte to a nelghboring
aditor, who writes over the pseudonym of
Ollie K. Sox. sl asked him If he would
not early ln Lhe glad scew yeor publish a
biographleal sketeh of uis life, in order
tn show the rising generation how ens

in town

3¢ Iz for a chump to rise in literntnr ad
that thers Is no more trouble In g a
good lving In liternture than * e s in

eounting the colored vote In South Caro-
Hun

I did not think that ue would at once
respond, but the iast issue of his
paper contalns ~' &t I requested, and Is
really worth ang. It has also done
a great deal , good Among other things,
it hag © .guraged me to cull In all the
autot aphles 1 have ever written, and
i1 veral that have besn written with-

.y knowledge.

If this little sketch, copied verbatim, shotild
prevent any misgulded member of the
Legislature or wamn bhim just as he Is
about to write a Hfe of himself, so that
the space may be used for pure reading
wintter instesd, the object’ of this para-
graph will have been aftaived.

Ollle K. Sox Is an assumed name which
T biwve given bhim In order to spare his
family, In which direction T may say he
§s extremely well fixed,

After glving duie of birth, ete., he goes
on:

“Next I went to school to o governess,
and she was n Misz Spurling, who had a
mind so easy that the smallest ebild eould
learn from her, and I was one of them
ehildren wihio learn well and readily. The
next day I was sent on a call to New-
ark, N. J.. to Miss Brown to dine, and
then the next day to see the Brunswick
Hotel, In New York, and see the slesping
beauty. I next took my music-box to be
fized on 20, 1878. On the followlng Mon-
o 1 went to a oolored entertalnment

ed *Tbe Fool's Revenge.” Tt was ve

e. I then weot to bave my watch fixed,
md wis  using Fapa's while mine was

way. On the followlng Saturday I went
o the dentist’'s at 9:30, mﬁ May,
1878, On September 12, 1878, I went In
pusiness with my b er-in-law, bot was
soon wlown sick for a week, uontil the
16th of September. The Teactlon was too
reat for me to go so violent into the
y fnygraund In the business of life, but
¥yt what onee sndored cannot be ohb-
R end ay 1 am one of the lead.
lnr men ln the newspaper kingdom."

t Beems to me that 8 man who would
wislt ‘the Brunswick Howel and witness a

eleepin nty ut the same time wonld
do well 1o iu:r it as qulet as possible,
otherwise It ght be used ngalnst him

in the future. Stlll, the old aduge af -
witrd quoted. that “what is once ene

cannot be pbsouped.” may. come . loere;
which reminds me of the -n- n made

"W man wh v dn
i'.?- a temr VF_Apag 'h{'
il to my nt
wal JL might look -

-
Feier to slay mﬂ.'.' l:ut It was all rlghE

The Postinaster nt‘thl" place tamed be-
«low sends me 4 note of Ingulry, which |
ingert, here In onder to wld @ good cuuse.
Should any reader of ithis page yecall to
memory dear & omen with a palr of mules
named Jen and Beck, sbout thirteen yenrs

ago, or ut present, and claiming to be a
bachelor (the man T mesh), wil he write
to the address given, and thos fhrow
light on one who evidently iz not u bache-
lor At presedt or thirtee yours ago?
People whose business onlis them Inte
goclery. where persous who Uke thelr
dram are most llkely to be found, will
fdo well to pemember Mr. Handolph and
Eesp an eye out for'a puir of mules pomed
Jen and 'k, at present or thicteen yeurs

aEo.
5 _ Oct Oth 1805,
Ay Postmaster Wellington s pleas in-
form ¢, If rou Know anything of n man
by the name of Randolph elatmipg to be
af old Buehelor living in your town or
connty aboit 13 years ago or at present.
Iph I a man that aster ke his
_Dram. Apout 14 vears ngo he owned a
of miles. thelr nnmes were Jen anid
i resp yours Cassvill Barry (o M. S.
Rondolph Mo,
. -
-
A scared Postmaster and & new woman

got up quite an exeitement in the little
town _of Pokeberry Branch recently. The

master wanted to slip away and mash up
another panel of fence to kiudle it agaln,
and also, he lacked about $5.75 of maklng
up the Government's shore of the guarlerly
recelpts,

"Il out one o' them applications,”
chucking the south end of o stapch Dbox
fute the stove and golng gwny to measure
ont some keroseue and do-up & four-foot
eqndy cane, and getting tie flavers a good
deal mixed.

“What day of the month Is this, please?”
she asked tle Dostiuaster us be went out
on the street to Loy oll that was morial of
4 pink sheat that was cut V-shaped lu the
neck, i

“It's the tenth,” he pinted as he threw
his grevsome hnrden on the seales and
brushes, the eald leaf larl from his Spanisl
10 whiskers.

i want to get this off carly,' she said,
buckox it's an order for Christinas, and
I would feel like kicking you full of boles
if vou disappoluted Little Muntagenet of
hls sledd.” » o

“Yes, ma'am,” sald the tlred Postmaster,
putting the’ last drop of homidity he had
on o stompr for a ltile colorad girvl whose
father stl}l thhilks be has the right of
suffrage.

“Cntt you hustle this right through so
there wont be any delay, please?’ she sald,
looking at him earnestly and stabbing her
pen into the lurge Harly [ose potato which
atpodl on the desk for that purpose, theu
looking far-away, llké a woman who IS
about to indorse & check on the wrong end,

“Well, T cud go nlong with It, of cose, ef
you woz o a vight much of a hurry; but
¥it, it would cost mo' to do that,” suys the
Postinnster, besinning to eut up the cold
and pulseless elay of the hog and luy the
frogments on a large hollduy display of
ladies’ and children’s fine white goods,

“Pon't get fosdy, now." suld she, turning
aronnd and putting one foot on A keg of
nrils, =0 that her bleyele ll"”“" could dafy
the police. “Don’t yon dare to jerk any
thraldom on me, or I'll give you gome talk
with the bark on it. I want you to under-
stand thap I've been emauncipated,”

“Go "way, now! When did that happen?®
says the P- M., wioking at an old colored
gent who was worth §1.000 before the war.

“Never you mind when it happened.” sald
she, petulantiy, reathing for ber handker-
chlef and pulllng out by mistake o smail
bieyele oil can and a little mammeoth stom-
ach pump for inflating a wheel when It has
that tired feeling, *“If 1 don't hear from
this order by return mall there'll be 2 new
P. M. In bhepe before the jonquils come
again, and that aint all, Birdie. I'll tell yon
another thing, too. If you don’t quit wip-
Ieg your hands on the dome of your pants
1'It fix it so that you wont get to sell mueh
of that there pork. How do you “spell
hustle?®*

“Yes; but I don’t see what that's got te
do with a money order,” said the 7. M,
scratehing hizs nose _on & barrel full uf
brooms, for bis hands were lardy nnd his
nose ftehed powerful and scandalous.

The new woman looked over her work, at
last spelled bustle as she would “musgle,"”
and smiled at something In the postseri
on the upplieation which she had just writ-
ten, and wus aboat to mail, when the post-
master returned to the department, wiped
his hands on a N—w York Tribune, and
then reminded her that the thing she had
gust toyed with wns an application and then
e sald: “Madam, If you'll excuse the pine
blankness of a rongh old cuss that's berried
three women all better'n smertelu &
damsite 'n what you be , L'l say right hes
that pore as 1 am.vw-day, I'd drother foller
my fourth Womern to her grave than see
hep a-\.anclpated as you call £
“Sth.e said that men with three or four dead
vvives «most generdlly scemed opposed to
pro-gress, she'd notieed, and then she got
her P. O, money ondier for $L.08, called the
dog, put her two coppersd Into her purse, the
purse Into the porimonie, the portmonle
Into the laversack, the haversack into the
hand bag, slung It over her shonldery pulled
her wheel out intoe the streect, one les
bung in the zenith for s moment as she be-
strode the machine, there was & Auttering
flit of leather leggins pumping like avery-
thing, a frightened team or two, the cries
of the wounded, the untroubled peace of
e dead—and she was gone.

Thut evening she come again to the post
office to see if the package had come from
Hilton, Hughes & Cd., but the cold, calm
fuce of the postmaster and the sudden recol-
lection that It requires 4 week to dend n
letter from Pokeberry Branch Post Office to
New York ond secure an answer declded
her to ask the postmaster I he had any
upright pianoes saitabile for Christmas pres-
ents and then to go on.

For theee weeks the new woman elamorad
for her Hilton, Hughes & Co. packnge, and
then Plantagenet came nnid abused the post-

L master nlso. .

Finally, In answer to a letter sent to the
Postmaster-General, a special agent came
to Pokeberry Brauoch P. O. and asked &
the pew Wonmmn. 4

He told her that It was a solemn thing
to. charge a poor postmaster with mppro-
pristing her money. What proof had she?

“Proof!” she snorted, as she Inughed o
Lier sleeve till 1t was most full, ““1 hnve his
vee't,” sald she, “and the money never got
fo New York.”

“Let me see the recelpt.” She polled it
from g little purse that she took from a

wrtinonle; whieh she took from g litle

aversack which was contalned In a little

hand bag.

The P

¢ 0: I don't reckon I ever cuis the

N trall of this yere Wilson  you

mentlon onee. If 1 does, the

fact’'s done pulled its picket pin an®

strayed from my recollection,’ cbseryed the

alid catileman, “hut gpeakin’ of Wilson puts
me In mind of Wilkins."

“What pbout Wikins?' 1 asked. *“Any
story with him?®"
wNothin® theilllng,'" answered the old

gentleman, “‘nothin’® you'd stuy up nights
to hear, 1 dob’t reckon. It's Wilkins's
davghter who is the only redecmin' thing
abont (he old Cimmarron; an' I's a heap
Ikely right now 'y her I remembers nbhout
fnstead of him.

“Not at all,” be goulinuod. “I don'y
mind onfoldin’ -as (o Wilklns, nor. yet of
an’ concernin’ his danghter. You see, this
Wilkins Iz herdin' 'fonnd Wolfville when
I firsl tealls‘In, I never does know wherne
e halls from. 1 don't reckon, thongh, that
he ever does ginde Do wiys high, an' ot
the erista I'm “mentionin” his speshul play
ls getrin' deunk mostly, au’ ot allowin'
to Burt hitse™d none with work,

“wWorkin' with your fns,’ says this Wil-
klus, ‘is low an’ otendoorin’ to o gent with
wride to woumd. It min't no use nelther.

knows folks as works an' folks as don't,
an' wou c¢aa't tell one from which. They
gets along entively similar.’

“aRygt how you goln' to live?' says Dave
Tutt, when he makes this remark onge,
an' who |s Yussin® with Wilkins for bein’
so ridicolous and shiftiess,

“ e Phat's all right abour my livin®' suys
Whkins: “doti't you all pass no pastless
nights on my acconnt, Go  read your

Scriprures; read that binff about feedin'
tlie youug ravens an' sparrers. Well, that's
me this teip. 1'm goln' to rap for a show-
down on them promises an’ see what's
In ‘em.’

“Thls Wilkins lyes in a wickieup out on
the aldge of town, an’ a glrl, which she's
hils dueughter, about” nineteéen years old,
keeps camp for him. No one knows her
well, She stays on her reservation mighty
elide, ' never seems to sow up In town
much. I notices her in the New York Store
once, buyin' some snlt hoéss, an' she alnt no
dream of loveliness, neither, as to looks.

“Her fuee makes her foel she's good peo-

le, though, with het blg, soft eyes. By
s & tired, broke-down look, like somehow
she's been packed more'n she can earry,
an' has two or three notions about layin'
down with the lond.

“It's mebby two weeks after Cherokee
Hall plugs the man from Hed Dog, one day
when we're all in the Red Light takin® our
forty «rops, Sam Huoright brings up this
subject of WHklns,

45Tt hns been a guestlon with me,” he
says, 'how this old shorthorn and his girl
manuges for tn make put, an’ while 1 cire
nsne whatever for Wilkins, i alot ne
credlt to a live camp like this > permit a
_vonnf female 1o suffer, an' I pav e84 here to
add It sint goin’ to be so mo 1 .ore. Yes-
terday, nllowin’ to bushwhaek .gme truth
about 'em, I waits till I sees old Wilkins
start over to the corral, and then I goes

rojectin’ 'round for the facts. 1 works It
‘;Iemy cunnin', an' sorter happeos. up to
the oll man’s tepee. I calls the grl out
an' puts It up I wanis to see Der paw a
hen? on some buslness.

“ T wants to meet hizn spechul’ T eaya.

‘Well, he alnt beére now,' gays the girl,
‘so whiatever'l TOu do?'

447 don’t v %om you could prance ‘round
some an' fin-  m for me, conld you, miss?

CARYE
wigp * girl! contlnmos Enright, ‘which

hei ng ae is Susan, she says, puts on her
shag r an’ jioes stampedin® off, an’ while
she's gone Iijuns and spiles 'round @

whole lot, an’ eomin’ down to the” tnyn,
Wilkinge and that girl aint got a blamed
thing 10 eat. ¢ question now is, what
action loes Wolfvlile take at a jundture
sech s his?

*Wimt's the matter with takin' up ado-
nation Iike they does for a preacher an'
give it to the g rl? gays Dan Boggs.

“*“You couldn't open your gmme that
away, nokow," says Doc Feets. “That's all
accordin® to Hoyle for sky lpllotﬂ and mis-
sionnry people, but a young female p-holdin’
of herse'f high would refoos your money.
There’s nothin' ketches me like & femule of
my species In distress, an’ 1 minds offerin’
to stake a lady who's lost har money some-
how back In- 8t Louls once. This yere
femjle was strange to me entire, but If
she'd  knowed me from ‘way back “she
couldn’t a-blozed up more frightful. The
minute 1 pulls my money on her, she goes
ecavortin® off too hostile to talk. It takes
me ten minutes to get her back to Yhe
agency to hear me apologize, an® even then
she jest glares an' sporis lke she's Hable
to stampede again,  No, you don't want to
try an’ give thls girl no money. What we
needs is to hoot up.somethiog for her to
work at an' pay her for |t.'

“ihe Doe's rlight,' says Eoright; ‘an’ the
thing 1% to #dnd something for this yere lady
to do. Apy member with a notlon on the
subject can’t speak too guick.” s

ANo pent peed take my remarks as per-
apnal,’ siys Burns, who runs the Red Light,
‘as nothin’ fnvidlons Is Intended, but T rises
to gay that a heap of my business iz on
cradlt. A man eowmwes In free an' socinble,
nnmes his sozodont aud gets It. If he parys
casly, all right; If he wants eredit, all right.
“You names vour day tw drink an' you

mames your day to pay" 1s my motto. as
you ull knows, This beln' troo, under pres-

“Dived into her

valise like a surgeon after a case

‘Fost  Ofiloe sold

4 ta the lmlg Ao Oney
?‘: payable  In New ork .ty
& hiad a  lictle  Dlack hnversack

lﬂlkmﬂt small !nuulb.ni. and Inslde of
the e laversack wis 4 purse containlng

a Har bill and a conting Hitle chafe-

.Mm: 3 ‘:*thlchd v.l\.qmlh I'Illll ln weok llhh

Lol 3 and lunch withonr gettin
_out of Lreath, e gl

. “How aael ars your charges? ghe gaid,
| g up her valises llke n surgeon golng
! erfn :t r::n "uf. appeindlchlﬁ.

“Well, 2 epenil on the size of
B8 order, madin,” suld the anxiovs Post-
Mupter, for he was In a burey aod hasd hls
] tecly statemnent to maké fo the Gov-
ad two or three were waltlpy to
Christmas packages, to gee how
sizged up In valoe with#those sent
age for same, ‘
re alsu was golng out, and the Posts
. iy
- oy, 5

r s

. _‘E :..'.';‘1“‘_. o
3“*—-%.&&'11& 1Y

ilrawn for the Joorasl by . W. Kembls)

of appendicitis,”
]

“Somwe wonld of tore up the receipt, but I |ent exigencles what. for a scheme would It

Akl not. When I deal with a man thet's
got n- celuetery full of, hump-shooldered
wives, deforined by their Dirden of threnls
(dow, T ;}lnt', I keep the receipt. We live
not in the Dark Aged, but In the bright, fin
de turbele of adyauced thought, T jing.™
“But, madam,"” snid the cial nt,
“this Is nota recelpt. It's th:p:.mue nffunr
Itself.  Send 1t to Hilton, Hughes & Co. dnd
Plantrgenst shall bive bis toy, Good even-
Ing. I have just time to catel a bull team
t{;:r Riitwore I I run 28 milles. Good even-
£.

And he was ne down the red clay rondd,

hitting only the high places every litle

while with'a glad ery as ha‘ru.

: ' BILL NYE,
(Copyvight, 1896, Edgar V. Nye)

¢ for me to get-an ontfit of books, day
aolks, week hooks, ledgers an' the rest of
tha layour, an’ let this yers tiirl kaeep 'em
o whole Jot? I thirows out
gestion.”

01 alpt meanin’ nothin! ngalnst Burns's
suggestion,” suys Texns Thompieon, ‘but in
my oplulon this camp alot ripe for keepin®
books #s yot, Things Mke thnt have to he
llved up to by degrecs, I've knowed a henp
I? troulle gome from Keepin® hooks, an' an
iong as we've o peacefal camp let's keop it
that awny.' 1
L *That scitles 16, says Burns; C‘thar's
enough salil an' L don't Kedp no books.'

Yo nlls present here knows me! days

Cherokee a_ﬂ, who, as I says ‘pmvlnns.
ts turnin’® faro in the Heéd Light, ‘an’ most
of you has met me frumetﬁ' n o business
_way. Thar's my game goln'

every night

L

Is as n sug-.

A S e

os?bumus Assets

of Old Manp Wilkips.

By “Dan” Quinn.

reg'lar.  Thar's nothin® tin lhorn abosit It
It wint no skin gawe peither. Any gent

with doubts can step acrc-s the street an' |

test wmy box, which be'll fnd =iptin® all
comforinble on the lnyput awaltin® hig con-
venience, It alnt Been usunl for me to

Vhlow my own bazoo to any extent, an’ T
|only doea It now as beln' prplindinary to

the statement that my game gint no dead
fall, ‘an’ i3 one as au respectable un’ vir-
chuns female could set o on with perfect
safetitood to her reputation.  This yere
ludy lo question needs lght, reg'lur employ-
ment, an' [ lets It fy that if she wants

1 on aoy sech deal I'tl pay her £30 a week
té bold down the chalr as lookout for my
game’

“ Oherokes's offer is all right,” =sayz Eo-
right; *It's good’ tulk from 4 sguare moh.
Womsn, however, 18 partle’lar, an' like
hossies, they shics at a heap of things thar
sint wo danger o, Yoo sees g womnan don't
reagon nothin’, she Jest feels, un' mighty
ilkely this young person Iz logded to the
guavd with notions agin gamblin® an' sech
as would send hepr fixin’ nt the buate men-
tion, The fact 15, I thinks of somethking
simllar, but has to give It up. 1 figgers,
first dash out the box, that a safe, easy
trail to high ground is te give her a table
an' let her deal a llitle *stud' for the boys.
This yere wouldn't be no risk, an’ Is a
shore thing for nine or ton dollars a night,
Beln’ n bepevolence, I know the hoys would
set In mighty free, an’ the tronble wounld
safetihood to her reputation. This yere
tn mwy mind T taps Mer gently about onr
varlous games when 1 ealls for her paw;
an’, to tell the truth, she tiakes 1t relue-
tant an' dlsgnsted at the mores ldee. Of
course, we hog to stend these thilngs from

[ eripples ull down alongside of the door
{an’ begins to soln

“Thar aint no use denyin® I, Miss’
{ gays Enright, 'your paw strock in on the
| big trall, where the hoof prints all p'ints
one way. Bnt don' take it too hard, Miss,
thnr sint a man of us don't glve youn
symipathy. What you dd now I to stay
right yere an' the enmp'l tend to the
funeral an’ get it up right an' jest ds you
say; you bheln' mourner-in-chief., Yon cun
trust ug for the proper pluug; slnee we
buries Juck King obsequies is our long

suit.’

“The lttle womaon strugygles through
somehow, un' has ber nerve with her
The funeral you bet Is dight.  We ropes
in o preacher, this thoe belongin® to some
| deep-water outfit over In Tucson, He
gomehow gets strayed, an’ hnn}:cmrj ninpng
our way square on the eall; an' he Jumps
In an' gives them eceremonies a sclentitie
whirl as aint poseible nohow to smaleurs.
All ‘rormd we couldu't put on more dog if
we'd been platin' Enright; all, of eourse,
on the Hitle girl's accoint, Next day the
outfit goes over to see her to find out
whatever she allows to do.

“iYhu gee, Miss,” says Envight, ‘anything
you say goes. Not waitin' to learn U&
namie even, I'm directed to say as how the
catnp backs your play an' makes everything
oo, "

B ‘I'm allowln' to go to the SBtates,” says
the girl, ‘an’' I'm obliged to you.'

“We was hopln',' says Eunright, ‘as how
you'd stay here. We sorter Hggers you'd
teach ns A schoo! ov something. 0Of course,
thar nint no papooses here yet, but as 2
forced play we arranges to borrow o small

herd from Tombstone, sn’ can do It, oo,
ensy., They, ag'ln, a night school would

The Rolling

of the Drum.

By BUGKEY  O'NEIL. )

other music in the world.

How |t sets the hesrt to throbbing and
the blood to coursing through the velns
a8 it falis wpon the ear. What scenes has
Its beatlug been the prelude to, and what
glghts have men seen within the gound of
its rollings!

In its music there Is something that
sweeps away the singgishness of life and
gives lustead a feeling that Is akin to the
drunkenness of wine. No matter whether
it be the long roll, beating nlarm as it Is
beaten by sturtled denmumers in the night,
or the softer snare beais, when the snares
arve mufled and men march with arms re-
versed, thinking of the comrade who hagr
leftathc ranks: forever, it Is the same,
Every one at some time in life has felt
within him start something in sympathy
with Its beating. If one has ever heard it
in the furlous beatlng of the rally, wlen
ranks are broken and regiments are fading
away under fire, its something to remem-
ber forever,

What malters It If, as muslelana say,
its music Is barbarous—so barbarous that
it has but one pote? After all, it is the
music of the soldier, whether it comes
fromn the metal kettle druoms, glittering as

HERE is that about the sounding
of the drum that is unlike any

]

«That settles it,”” says Cherokee Hall; “I kisses this yere lady.”

women, so we might as well p'int up some
other way, an' oo tlme lost.” ;

“oDon't you all reckon for to make a
speshul rake on all poker goin’, same A=
abont that Yuller House gent. wmight be an
ondefeasible way to get at the neck of this
busluess? gays Dayve Tuil. ‘T merely asks
It as a guestion.'

“orhat wonldo't do) nn{ls Doc. Peets,
‘hut anyhow here comes Wilkins now, an
if, 78 Bnrlght says, they're out of chuek
np his way, fomething ought to be done at
onee, an’ I guess I'11 fest loge o smnll-bet
to the old shorthoen uutll such time as we
devises some scheme all reg'lar.’

“*‘Hello, Whking," says Doe, mighty gay
and wenlal: ‘how's things stackin’ up¥

* Mdghty onery,” says Wikins

“ofeel llke makin' g liitle bet this a
m. ¥ says Doo. >
“wiwWhat do you all want to bet at?”
gays Wilkinsy |

“40h, says Doe, ‘I'm feelin' a henp care-
leqs abhout what I do Det at.  S'pose I goes
you $10 worth of grub the Lordsburg
buckbosrd don't show up none to-lay?

“1f 1T had 510, I'd about call you a lot
on that,” says Wilkins, ‘but I'm . pobr
cuss an’ aint got no §$10, an’ what's the
uke? None of you alls alit got no Ru"l'
Light whlske? chips rou aint usin’, be you?
S'pose you all look In your! ba%..suq BOES,
I'm nesdin’ of & drink ‘mighty bad

“Plhe man looks some queer sbout the
eves an' more'n usual shaky, so we glven
him & big drink. an' he sorter braces up.

Y <T'11 back Wlll(i;m's end of that bet yon
offers, Doc," suys Tutt, ‘so consider It
made, will yout

“ You are offerin’ to bet grub,” says the
old _man, powerful peevish and fretful,
‘What for do you want to bet grub?
Why don't you het money, so I gets what
I wunts with it? It's my money when I
want no grub.

wins. Mebby 1 don't

Mebby 1 wants clothes, tobaceo or whis-
key: You aint uo sport, Do¢, to go for to
tle up a bet with a string like tha}t.
Gimme another deink, some one! I'm
most dyln® for some’

“iihe old man ‘pears like ha's mighty
sick that mway! S0 thar's nothin' for 1t
but to give him another Nooker, which
we does sceordin’, i

“i'm feelin' llke 1 was fhot hard by
gomething,' he suys, * an' [ don't like for
to go home till T'm better, and geare Sue,
I reckon Ul sorter camp down on this
monte tuble for an hour till I comes

round.’ ¢ A
“8a Wilking curls up on the table an
no one nhotices him  for nbout Iw_ellu'
mbiutes, when along comes rattlin’ up

- ridsburg mail.
O Xon wing bety Wikins' says

“You wins the 1
Peets, ‘Come  over to t]lu' New York
Siore and cut out your stufl

“The old mau acts 1fke he don't hear,
@ Doe shnkes Wim 11{: SO, No use;
that aint no get up in lm.

“*Looks IIIJHQ- Lie's

oil.” suys Doe. :
go"‘l‘hen he walks round him, shokes him
an’ takes a look at his eyes, n openin it
with hls finger. Finally le sulptls trick,
sticks his thumbs In his belt an® whistles

{ 1 like.
sn‘r._q“_ d?:ll;gt'n k'lfp?' gays Cherokee Hall. ‘He
alut tryln’ to work us for another drink,

i 57 ;
"P?&Fﬂl. thls I8 n deanl.' says Doe, “Alut
no hombug, nelther.  Gonts, 1'm Dlessed
if thls yere old praldde dog alnt shorely
up o’ died.”

“We all comes up and takes a look at
him, wn' Doe has enlled the twim,  Hhore
enongh, thlere the ol wnn lay, too dead

to skin.

“oPhis i1s n bogs on us, an’ no donbt
phout i1, says Enrlght. 1 alnt worryin'
for Wilkins, as he most lkely 1z nhead
oo the adend; but what gets me ls how to
brenk tlie news to this yere maiden. 1It's
goln® to be s mighty Thalr-line phay.
reckong, Doe, you an' me Better see to It
oursalyes.

“8n they goes over to Wilking' wickesup
an' eplls the young girl our, an' Enrlght
heging tellin’ “ler mighty soft an® good
hack down to the

gone to sleep for

-

'l'f it %fr (wt'g: tmi'mm to got It &
ot Ter b ok bk the,
R A e Be et pltker for (L% Gntil
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o ‘He's dead,’ shie says; an' then she
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enteh' us right: say one nlght a week.
Thar's a heap of lgnorant men in this yere
camp a8 needs i@ night school bad, Tt
would pan for $60 a week, Miss, an' you
thinks of 1.’ y

']'i\'n. the pore girl couldn't think of It
nohow.

woOf course, Miss,! says Faoright, ‘we
alnt expectin’ you to open this yere acad-
eniy the fitst edrd off the deck. You unch-;
eral n time to line ap your affales, an
am Hkewise wrung with grief. Yon takes
your leesnre as to thati meanwhile, of
course, your ;my goes on from now.,'

“But the girl conldn't listen. Her pnw
had died, an’ now she was die In the
Stites. Nhe says things is all right thar.
She has friemds ns her paw never llkes,
but whe's frlends of hers ‘all the same.
She'll go to them. h

woewell, Miss,’ sars Enright, mighty re-
gretful, ‘If that's ow It lays I reckons
vou'll go, so thar's notliln’ for ns to Jdo but
seftle up an’ pni; you some dust we owes
your paw. He bein' gone, of course, you
represents.”

“rhe girl eouldn’'t see how any one owes
her paw, “cause he's Deen too sick to
work,” she says, .

*We owes him, all the same,” gays FEn-
right, mighty brief an' ferocious. ‘We on-
dergtands well enough how we comes to
owe hlm, don't we, Doc?

“i¥gu bet your/ife we do,' says Doe,

lenty prompt an' cheerfnl; ‘we owes it for
ﬁls nallin® them hossthlefs when they trys
to ¢lean out the corral.’ :

““Phat's it says Hnright, ‘for ketchin
of some rustlers as lays for our stock. It's
all right, Miss, you needn’t look 8o dnubt-
ful. - You wouldn't if yon knows this camp.
It's the last outfit on earth as would go an
give money to people. It's a good, stralght.
camp, Wolfsile [s, but business is business,
an’ it aint glvin' nothin’ away. be we, Doc?

“Not mueh,” says Doe. ‘It's enough for
people to pay their debts, withopt stam-
pedin’ ‘round givin' things away.'

W ePhat's whatever,” says BEnright; ‘8o,
Miss, me an’ Poc 'l yamos dver to the

Hed Tight an' get the dust, an’ I reckons
we'll be back 1n #n heur. 1 g'pose we owes
Mr. Wilking about 8500, don't we, Doc?

“ oPoint s0 much,” says  Doe ml'ghfr
enlleful, as he sees the girl urvhin fa:_'
apother brelk, so he polls ont 4 _paper an
makes a bluff. ‘Here It 15, $405.54. I puts
it down sl ackerate, 'cause 1 don't a Ir:w
no one to come ‘round an® beat me none.

“We all conies, ‘round an’ muakes up the
pot to come up to Toee's figger (whieh T
wunts to say right Lere Doc Peels Is the
bert edleated man T ever sees), an’ the girl
hns to take it.

WOt ecourse, this money lets sher ont
right, an' she cries an’ thanks us, an' the
next duy she takes the stage for Tuesan,
We're nfl thar to say good-by an' wish the
girl luck.

v Adlos,' saye Peets, takin® off hls hat
to her, it aint down on the bills, but if
vou coulil mansse th kiss this yere outfit
onpee aplece, Miss. 1t wonld be mgurqm
Yon needn’l be afrald none. Some of ‘em

looks a Mttle off, but they're all right, an’
bne hoggin® is harred.' ' ¥

H8o the litle girl beglna with Enright an'
kisses ts all, a-sobbin’ meantime pome free,
As the affection proceetls Cherokee hangs
back an' allows he'll pnzs,

“Not any pass,’ says Enright. ‘Any man
who throws off on kissin® that thar girl,
she willln', needn't Took for any lunck but
Iynchin®.”

‘That settles It says Cherokee, ‘I kisags
this yere lady."

“850 he ups an' kisses the glrl gorter
hasty., ke she's a Lot fatlron, an' backs
into the crowd,

“iCherokee mnkes me wenrf an;‘r?g Poets,
who's ridin' herd on the play. hen It
comes Mls turn he Kisses lier glow an' rap-
turous, an’  thew looks econtemptuouns at
Cherakes. : :

“When she's In the stage a-startin’, Cher-
okes winlks ugéeall respretful. _

““You've 1 awhy from the States
soue tlme, Miss." he says, ‘an' it's Sbme
possible you won't find things the way
you expects, Now. you  re T, ‘ghare,
Ilj;l:i{l.{ev_ﬂ _'gn.{ma's b ’l tug]mt‘ii backm?h?r.

t goes Hg'ln you, mise the long yeil for
,cmshurp' called (‘Jlﬁmltee 111, ' his
{

Hall, #n
k's yours to go Lehind your play.’ ™
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they swing in the sun at the head of y!ow
columns of helmeted men, or if it eomes
from tom-toms beaten in tepees amid the
cold snows and darkened days of| Northeri
Winters, or amid eactl-coversd sands of
deserts, glowing with the fierce heat of
Bummer suns? Soldiers and warriors all,
and, be they red or white, not one will dle
the less bravely for the dreams that his
drummers and thelr drums have conjured
up. g

The glory of the drumn Is passing away.
Of all pur reglments to-dny but the Flrst
Infantry retalns a drum corps as lts field
musle,

(After a thousand years' service as the
most warlike instrumemt in the armies of
Europe and America, It must now take a
secondary place, and with It will soon go
the bayonet and the sword, those bheroic
rellcs of the days when soldiers looked
into one another's eyes before firlng and
men reached out from the ranks to eéatch
thelr foemen by the beards, to drag them
closer, that they might the more easlly
cut thelr throats, ' !

It was not so, though, With the drum In
1861, when the nds of revellle broke
through the stlliness of the Arizonz mid-
summer morning af Fort Buchanan. The
first glimmer of the long June day could
hardly be notleed in the mornlog air, so
cool and fresh after the night spent In the
hot, close baracks, Already, though, the
officers of the post gathered In groups on
the parade ground, preparving as If for a
march, while the Adjutant and officer of
the day darted here and there, as if to see
if ail were in readiness.

The drums ceased to beat, and the drom-
mers, save the one on duty as the drummer
of the goard, disappeared among the men.
One crossed the parade ground to the line
of ndobe bulldings. He was hurdly twenty,
yourg and handsome, his eyes sparkling
with exeltement and animation. As he ap-
proached one of the bulldings & woman
came to the door with a child in her arms—
an Indian woman, and, young as he was,

| she was still younger, hardly more than a

girl, as the drummer was hardly more
than o biy. He placed pu arm aronnd her
and drew her, wlth the child, Into the
room #nd pointed out the different artlcles
that were ' it, as If he were trying to

| tell her that they were hers. He gathered

in his arms the hlankets from the bed and
passed out of the room, leading the girl
by the hand. Fe then placed them under
a near mesguite tree and seated her upon
them. As heé did so he spoke to her, half
In Spanlish, half In English, telllng her
thnt he must leave, that lie could not help
It, for the “nantan'—the Calonel—had or-
deved . He will come back to her some
thme. Untll then she could take all he
bas taken from the house to lve on, He
almost grew angry when she asked him
to let her go with him. Agaln and again
glie asked him, In her soft broken Spanish
and Englist, as If fearful that she could
not make him toderstand what she
wanted,

. She watched bim In a pleading, tetiful
way. She couldn’'t understand it.  All
night she bad lain awake thinking. Since

the little squad of dust-covered soldlers
hud ridden Jnte The post the day. bdom.-J

L]

all had been excitement and stie All
night long, us she had lain awnke, she
had heard wagons heing loaded and ien
moving about as if preparing for a long
march. L

“‘Don't yon understand, Si-ana?’ snld the
boy, as if In answer to ler pleading looks.
“We are going to war. We ape golng to
leave here to fight. In the Jand wheve we
come from I8 war, and the men whom you
saw yesterday brought orders to the Colo-
nel to burn eversthing liere and to march
to New Mexico to fight the rebels.'

"Wy must you tght?

“T can't tell you why. We have just got
to go, that's all, for the Colanel's got thg
orders, so you see I can'l stey with you,
Bl-una,” as if to glve to her the comfort
of kuowing that It was not bis wish that
they were parting,

“No! no! I" repiied the girl, as If even

no.
the thonght of his remalning after his
“For

comrades had gone frightened ler.
when the soldiers ave gone my peopla
wonld kEHL you !

“And, hesides," that would be desprtion,™

sanid [he boy, “and the Colonel would shoot
cie for it.'

“Si, sl si, querldo mol' (“Yes, yos, yes,
denrest,”) she replied, in Spanish, as sha
began to sway buck and forth, wihch
touched the Loy more thin anything she
had sald. He had seen the swaying to anid
fro only among the Indian women when
mourning for thelr dead,

A sergeant, with a squad of men, ap-
proached, and applled a toreh to the dry
tule rdof, which in an Instant Llazed with
8 flerce fire,

“And this burning means that heme of
you will ever come back’ For the first
time her voice trembled and her eyes filled
with tears. “Lel me go with you, no mat-
ter if 1 die tosmorrow! Let me go with
you until I drop! No one will know 1t, no
one will see 1t!”

‘T ean’t, Bi-ana. You must stny here. Youn
will be all right with your own people. '

But the givl only shook her hend ng Hep
body swayed to and fro. b

She was only an Indinn. Hardly more
than a year sinee abe Lod left a hosband
among her own people to live with him,
and when after 8 short time her tribe had
gone on the warpath, she had refused to
rejoin them for his sake, nuwd because of
her usefulness as an Interpreter and go-
between with the bastiles she had been al-
towed to live with him. -

The boy hardly knew how to bld her
good-by, for in his henrt he knew that it
wouli be forever. Ag he thus stood In sl
lence. loo]:in%’down on her, the degmmel’s
call, beaten by the drommer of the guami,
came from the parade ground, and selzing
hie drnm aud sticks he bent over the girl,
and raislog her head be kissed her anid
then the child, and ran raopidly to take his
place In the panks of the druw corps,

He hod hardly jfolned them when the
men fell luto line, each like & muchine as
he answered hls nnme and came from =a
support arms to a carry, and then to an
order. The row of houses still burned,
while around the parade ground the sot-
ler's store, the guard house and officers'
quarters, and even the hospital, were.all
in fNames. An oflicer, gecowipanled by the
orduance sergennt, returned from spiking
the--twe, cannen thatowers—tgr be Jeft ‘ T
hind, The long lne of wigons flled o .
ammunition and stores strelched out tow.
ard the east, with drivers walting for the
orders that would set thalr wheels In g
tlon.  The Adjutant faced the Colonel:
“Slr, the battalion s Tormed!"

“Py fours, right wheel, marchl®

The drum beat, and through the dusty
road the column wound Its way, cllmbing
the steep mountain sides that sloped down
to the abandoned post., 'The long mareh
enstward was beguin,  As the regiment
teached the bigher suuimits the pien turned
to look back at thele old guurters that,
now that the fire had borned down, looked
like dark silhouettes agnlost the gray dust
of the ploins below. \

One of the officers who had a field glasa
smml it to another, remarking: “The lu-

fans are alrendy in the post. They will
have a great thne gathering up what we
have left." ey Py y

So they were, Hardly bad the troops left
the post before the Indinns, whose koen
eyes singe enprly mornlng had noted the
burning of bulldings wnd deporture of (he
soldlers, crept enutiously closer ind wloger
to the post to see i o1l were gone. . One by
ote the more courageous entered, Tlhen ni-
ter them trooped ithe entire tribe. They
looked into the burned bulldings and soughit
greedily for whatever they could find that
the fire had not consmmne They crowded
everywhere, encl anxious to be the first ln-
the search for what the soldiers bpd aliag-
doned, Sudden!z-une gaw the girl, sup-
rounded by blankets and houseliolid gooils,
segted nnder o mesqulte tree. A shont, ane
in & moment she was sucmuiimlml. She a1d
not move, but looked gloomily dotvn ot the
child at her breast. ut of the crowd of
Indinns stepped one, a man, and spake 1o
her, calllng her by nawe In the Indinn
tongue. She did not heed him. Reacling
tdown, he caught her by the halr, and, puli-
Ing her fuce back, looked Into it. Her eye-
llas drop and she tried to bend her head
toward the chlld, ns If trylng to shut out
the fave above her—the face of the husband
who a year ago she had abandoned for -
other. The man, reachliig down, grasped her
reboso, and, tearing It nway, looked at the
chlld, who, In alarm, began to ory, Then
be turned nnd baratigued the urbwtf 1t wiis
an appeal to the old law of the tribe by
which o womun gullty of adultery shouid
be stoned to death—a law of the Fapagoes.
Bhe kuew the luw, becaise [t was one of the
oldest—so old thut the oldest mon sald thst
thelr fathers conld not rememwber when it
dld not exlst, The ehild had grows qulet, .
and the man for whom she woul(d haye one
given her [ife ceased to (alk, She wis con-
scloug that kome kind of declsion hitd Leen
{leerll.rlemd by her Einspeople who stood about

An old man approached, and taking he
by the arm, led her toward the l,gm,,;g
ground,  Far off on the hillside she eould
stlll see the dust that muarked the mmreh
of the soldiers, As she walked townrd the
parade ground every one followed, and she
notieed that all, even the children, gath-
ered up stones as they wenl, She tuened
to the old min, whom she had known s
long as she cowld remembar, and, enllin
him: by nawe, besonght him 1o tell her i
she win to die. His dark, stern face gave
no reply. Unheedingly, he placed her in
front of the mulitude nnd stepping back
Leaﬂulr ber standing alone facing the

ark-fuced men ang women.

Before she eould speak & gtone . flow
rtn:n\'lu'd, ber und bit the child in her grms.
Turning, she started to run tdwnrd the
mountiing, whepe still could be seen ‘the
cloud of dust raised by the marehing men.,
A few ateps nud a stone struck Ley on the
hesd.  She stopped as If stunned and them,
more ke an automaton than a homan be-
ing, stunned and Bleeding, she sprang for-
wilrd, a8 If steiving to save the ehiild, An-
other stone struck her, and another, nud she
sunk to Mer kneeg, The eljld fell to the
ground in fromt of ber, From ber head,
shoulders sud face the blood fowed, and
her eyes were duzed ke those of vue who
bas pecelved a death blgw, bur stli! ghe
struggled to reach the ehlld, 48 1 {o cover
it with ler body. The yelllug erowd wus
cloga behlwd, snd from It spride a man,
wlio, runnlpg In front of all, cwme within
& few yurds of the crouching, tegmbling
figure and threw a stone directly gt ber,
It erushed ber skull with a sounid so Joud
that 1t could be heard above the panting
crowd, and the erouching form fell fave
downward I the dust, In &h-w moments
nothing wag to be seen bt o wound of
stones,  from  under which, In ey
streaws, blood trickled through the dust.
mtl}utlgr the tﬂl'uk?llfli:n of 'nsé. mlli té:_m mu,u;:-

in sldes, as 1, rewell forever te
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the plaing tlI:u.-__h;wv._ cue the ng aud ’
rolile of e O S poxEY O'NAILL.
- (Copyright, 1806, Buckey O'Neily




